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The Reader will, doubtleſs, perceive, in the following 


Eſſay, the alluſion to Juvenal's third ſatire. 


hy, 
* 
AV . 
* us : #0 
3 W 
* 4 = 
18 205 * - #4 — 
; F 877 Py * 1 — 


TO THE : 1 — e 
Right Hon. Mr. FOX. | 


Tn OUGH war, with all its deſolating train, 


No longer choaks the fields with heaps of ſlain; 
Though dovelike peace extends her plaſtic wand, 
To pour ſoft balm o'er this diſtracted land; 

But yet in vain that firſt of bleſſings 3 | 
While England groans beneath domeſtic woes ; 
While lawleſs men, poſſeſoed of lawleſs * 
Thoſe ſacred truſts, that 5 ſhould guard, betray; 


B While 
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While not ſuperior —_ ſuperior kill, 

But reſignation to 5 ruling will. — 

While that's the ſtep to pow'r, and that alone 


Can gain a ſmile, or favour from the throne. 


* Empires, like men, liave their appointed date, 
| And, firſt or laſt, they muſt ſubenit to fate: 
Long did unconquer'd Rome her rights maintain, 
And haughty tyrants fought for pow'r in vain; 
When Freedom's voice excited dire alarms, 
Unnumber'd myriads furious ran to arms 

True to her cauſe, they pain and death defied ; 
For her they conquer'd, or for her they died, 

But when corruption's peſtilential hand 


Had ſtrew'd her poiſon o'er that fated land, 


| In 
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In vain ſhe urg'd them on * valiant deeds, 
For her no more the ſluggard Roman bleeds : 
While pow'r tyrannic, with unbounded ſway, 
Swept ev'ry right and ev'ry law away, 


| Indignant Freedom then forſook the ſhore, 


Nor deign'd to bleſs it with her prefence more. 


Britons, to you be this example ſhewn, 
And in the Riki ſtory read your own. 
Long has that freedom unſubverted ſtood, 
Bought by your fathers with a ſea of blood ; 
Oppreſſive deſpots have in van affail'd, 
No force has conquer'd, and no arts prevail'd : 
Nor arts nor force can e'er her rights ſubdue, 
If Britain to herſelf will ſtill be true. 


B 2 | Her 


4 DEDICATION: 


Her ſea-girt iſle Jet foreign foes invade, 
She wants, ſhe aſks for no protecting aid; 
Nor can her fame, her freedom be o'erthrown ; a 


Her fame, her freedom reſt on her alone. 


Accept, O Fox, theſe lines devoid 6f art, 
That ſpeak the language 4 a feeling heart. 
No Flatt' ry here her fulſome homage pays, 
Nor ſordid Int'reſt ſwells the trump of praiſe. 
Tis not the glow of friendſhip's holy flame, 
Unknown to thee, I know thee but by 5 
But when I ſee thee ſtretch thy patriot hand, 

To fave (if aught can ſave) thy native land, 
Behold "I ſtruggling in a world of crimes, 


Still uncorrupted in corrupted times, 


DEDICATION. 
My ready hand, my readier heart obeys, 
To dedicate to thee theſe humble lays ; 
To tell Britannia that if hoſts of foes 
In firm array againſt her freedom roſe, 
Qne man, at leaſt, by numbers undiſmay'd, 
In her diſtreſs would neer refuſe his aid, 


Nor yield her rights and laws as uſeleſs things, 


Ee'n though 0 by the beſt of kings. 
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THERON. 


O Y ET awhile thy raſh reſolves ſuſpend, 


And mark the counſels of a faithful friend ; 
Accept the dictates of a heart ſincere, 


When friendſhip ſpeaks wilt thou refuſe to hear ? 


SOPHRONIUS. 
In ev'ry act that friendſhip ſtill appears, 


And ſtill increaſes with increaſing years; 
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Well 
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Well is thy worth, and well thy kindneſs known, 
And feels my ſoul congenial with thy own; 

But *tis decreed that we muſt ever part, 

Nor aught can ſhake the purpoſe of my heart. 
Yes, I will quit this worſe than ſavage ſhore, 
Where Freedom lifts her glorious voice no more; 
From whence bs ev'ry exil'd virtue fled, 

Where ev'ry vice in wiumph rears its head ; 
Where foul corruption wide extends her reign, 
Spreads all her ſnares, nor ſpreads a ſnare in vain, 
No patriot now ſupports his country's cauſe, 
Aſſerts her cakes, i aids her dying laws ; 

To private int'reſt each directs his aim, 


At once Britannia's ruin and her ſhame. 
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THE RON. 
But will Sophronius ſeek another Clime, 
Deſert his country, and at ſuch a time, 
When all her foes in helliſh league are bound, 
To hurl her tow'ring glory to the ground? 


What will the canker'd tongue of ſlander ſay, 


If, when his country calls, Sophronius will not ſtay 


SOPHRONIUS. 
The canker'd tangue of nander I deſpiſe, 
Tis truth, tis heav'nly truth ds I prize. | 
Sooner ſhould bawling D gh ceaſe to as) 
And modeſt S--=---h live without a whore, 


Sooner ſhould A------n diſcretion learn, 


And goody B. ſt right from wron g diſcern, 
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10 THE VOLUNTARY EXILE. 
Than from my native land I'd fly away, 

While warm'd by Liberty's celeſtial ray; 

Than, thus compell'd, I'd foreign climes explore, 
And woo fair Freedom on ſome diſtant ſhore. 

Or could this TY this unnerv'd arm oppoſe 
The many myriads of my country's foes, 

Or could my life her baniſh'd peace reſtore, 
Joyful I'd die, and bleed through ev'ry pore, 
Too amply bleſt, to ſet Britannia free, 


And with my blood redeem her hberty. 


| Here, canſt thou ink, Sophronius will remain, 
And hug in extacy a galling chain ? 

Where ſhakes prerogative her iron rod, 

And irreligion wears the maſk of God ? | 


Where 
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Where Men like B. k to the ſees ſucceed, 
Deſtin'd to teach—although they ſcarce can read? 
Where chamber 1--ds, with pliant b-----s join'd, 
Our fetters forge with unrelufant mind ? 
Lo! at the levee, what a croud attends, 
Firſt for themfelels to aſk, and then their-Fiends? 
Who can contain ſuch num'rous an to ſee, 
With ſordid meanneſs bend the tutor'd knee, 
The golden image tremblingly adore, 


And kiſs the foot that ſpurns them on the floor ? 


Behold the crew that at the helm preſide, 
Rule Britain's ſteps, and now her actions guide; 
T. -M, pofleſs'd of learning, ſtrength of parts, 
The beſt of heads, but with the worſt of hearts; 
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By G---e and nature made for doing ill, 

For one'the pow'r has giv'n, and one the will. 
Aw'd by no ſhame, and by no fear controul'd, 

In miſchief fertile, and in action bold ; | 

Within whoſe breaſt deſtructive ſyſtems roll, 
Whoſe very looks expreſs his very ſoul. 

One, who would e'er be ready to fulfil - 

The hs dictates of a ſultan's will, 


Whelm ev'ry right to aid a tyrant's cauſe, 


Though laws rule man, yet he would rule the laws. 


But vain the taſk, O Albion, to expoſe 
Thy faithleſs friends conceal'd, and open foes. 
O, for a Churchill's pencil to pourtray, 


' To ſhew their vices in their full diſplay, 


Pierce 
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Pierce the dark ſcenes of fraud-concealing night, 
And drag their actions to the teſt of light, © 
Then ſhould that traitor, . J, be ſhewn 
In all the Devil's blackneſs and his o-] n; 1 e 
A worthleſs wretch, by Britain moſt accurs d; 

The knave of * and worſt of all the worſt. 

Is there a thing, a crime of ſuch a hu, 

That even R-b-=--n would bluſh to do; 

Apply to 13 at once tis done 3 N 

For he who knows no ſhame no vice will ſhun. 

A being he, of ſuch a heart deprav'd, 

That &en for ſlav'ry's ſake he'd be enſlay'd. 
+ h; ha48* 
But lives there one within whoſe gen' rous veins, | 

One little ſpark of Britiſh fire remains; 
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Bold who reproves, not flatters, great men's crimes, 
And dares be honeſt in theſe worſt of times ?” 
How muſt his boſom glow with burning flame, 
How riſe his rage at T--+-e's hated name: 
Lives there a man who does not view wich Gon; 
A peer of vaſt oftate, und nobiy born, 

Whoſe fire repell'd, unto his dying hour, 

The baleful influence of a. ſerret pow'r : 

Of freedom's cauſe who &er the champiou ſtood, 
And femmd corruption's foul polluted flood? 
Yet now we ſee the: fad apoſtate n 0 
Forſake the glorious path his father run, 
And, urg'd and goaded by the luſt of pow'r, 
Scale the back ſtair- caſe at the midnight hour: 
Join with the horrid Scottith clan, with thoſe 


Who once were his, and e'er are freedom's foes. 
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But, while each Briton muſt indignant view 
The deſp'rate efforts of a deſp'rate crew, 
Will he not weep with ſorrow to behold 
The name of P---, in that black liſt enroll'd ? 
O, Ch-->-m, thou whom Britain ſtill adores, 
Whoſe praiſe s to her remoteſt ſhores, 
Who, through, the tenor of thy life, haſt been 
Foe to that hateful pow'r, that lurks unſeen, — 
Couldſt thou behold the object of thy cares, 
The pride and hope of thy declining years, 
Couldſt thou behold him, in an evil hour, 
Cloſely conjoin'd with T.. -, D--d-s, Gor; 
How would thy fond parental feelings flow ? 


Novght could exceed thy anger but thy We! 


Reflect 
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L Reflect, young man, e er yet it be too late,  @{ 
Reflect 2 tremble at thy future fate. 

Scarce were the tears dry'd up which Britons ſhed, 
With undiſſembled grief o'er Ch -m's head, 

Pleas'd when they ſuw before their raptur d eyes, 
From his beloved duſt, a Phoenix riſe ; Wag od * 
Joyful they hail'd the flatt' ring dawning ray, 

That gave the promiſe of the bab d 3 | 

Heard his ſweet voice, and ſaw his ſpirit ſoar, _ _ .. 
To reach that height which Ch----m nights before, 
Attentive Silence on each accent hung, 

And drank rich pleaſure from his pouthfal tongue, 

| While dying Freedom rear' her fecble head, 


And tranſient jqy-ber pallid cheek o erſpread. 


Reverſe 
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Reverſe the ſcene, the fav'rite youth behold, 
Lur'd by ambition, or by arts cajol'd ; 

The man, who late ſupported, with renown, 
The people's rights, againſt th* encroaching crown, 
Obſerve him now forſake the righteou ; cauſe, | 
To raiſe th* encroaching crown 3 the laws. 
O, P---, O name, to Britain ever dear, 

To admonition lend a patient ear, 

Nor look of him with a diſdainful frown, 

Who loves thy glory better than his own. 

O! let not J., with wily art, 

In many a mazy fold twine round thy heart 
Nor fly D--d-s eraſe thy ſenſe of ſhame, 

And lure thy footſteps from the path of fame; 

A ſecond J, if that can be, 


If Heay'n e'er made another ſuch as he. 


MO What 
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What, though they proffer in thy lap to ſhow's 
Unbounded riches and 5” BOY pow'r, 

Let not inſiduous ſnares thy heart decoy, 

Nor lawleſs pow'r, by lawleſs means enjoy. 

In vain, deluded youth, in vain you boaſt, 

No ſecret influence rais'd you to your poſt ; 

Veil wor the truth beneath ſuch thin diſguiſe, 


For facts will utter what the tongue denies. 


Riſe then, O riſe, and emulate thy fire, 
Bleſt with his parts, let his example fire. 


Think how he gain'd, and how deſerv'd applauſe, 


— be 34d and esd t caule 


Nor let thoſe pow'rs which lib'ral nature gave, 


Subvert that ſyſtem, they, perhaps, might ſave. 


The 
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The people's rights for ever keep in view, 

Yet give * its legal due. 

Thy grateful country ſhall, with loud acclaim, 
Atteſt thy merit and record thy fame ; 

Then Peace and Plenty with her laughing train, 


And exil'd Freedom ſhall return again, 


O, Liberty, fair goddeſs, heav'nly born, 
Whom conſtant ſmiles, unfading charms adorn 
The bright effuſion of whoſe vivid ray, 

Adds light to light, and luſtre to the day, 
While Heav'n "IN my little bark to glide 
Adown life's ſwelling and tempeſtuous tide 
Suppliant P11 fall before thy hallow'd ſhrine, 
And choiceſt garlands round thy altar twine ; 
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To thee my grateful oriſons I'll pay, 
At opening morn, and at the cloſing day : 

Thy lovely preſence ſtill invoke, which chears 
Our gloomy ptoſpect through this vale of tears; 
Life, without thee, is far beneath our care, 

We taſte no bleſſings, and 10 pleaſures ſhare; 

In vain bland Zephyr ſpreads his balmy wing, 
Unlocks the fragrant wardrobe of the Co 
In vain oy ſee the Summer's charms diſplay'd, 
The limpid rill, the cool refreſhing ſhade ; 
Autumn preſents its varied hues in vain, 
„ And bids the vallies ſmile with waving grain;“ 
In 8 Winter's ſocial ſcenes invite, 
To cheat, in feſtal mirth, the tedious night; 
We know not Pleaſure and her joyous train, 


Nor taſte the bleſſings of a Brunſwick's reign, 


Had 
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Had Heav'n, in anger, doom'd this wretched land 


To feel the preſſure of a tyrant's hand, 

Had plac'd a King on this exalted throne, 
Who loſt his ſubjects eredit and his own; 

The fatal plans of whoſe inglorious reign 

One half had ver from his rich domain ; 
Who ne'er beheld, except a Portſmouth fight, 
Nor drew a ſword—except to dub knight ; 
Then ſhould we ceaſe with wonder to ſurvey 
Our treaſures waſting, and our ſtrength decay : 
But Fa. behold a King theſe realms adorn, 

The pride of Benn and in Britain born; 
No vain purſuits his noblet thoughts engage, 
No trifling pleaſures of a trifling age: 

To higher objects he direQs his view, | 

Than building villas, temples, grots at Kew. Nas 


Polite 
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Polite in learning, and in wit refin'd, 

The ſtateſman, ſcholar, and the monarch joig'd. 
To him his ſubjects never ſue in vain, 

He heals their ſorrows, and removes their pain; 
On him they call, on him alone depend, 


Their. common father, and their common friend. 


But yet, rough envy 1s compell'd to own, 
That Sith beams t n dum the throne, 
His ſenſe, his parts, though all the world admire, 
And ſay in 10 he e' en exceeds his ſire * 
Vet merit charms not in theſe WP"? days; 
No precept mends, no bright example ſways; 
Illuſtrious objects men from fight remove, 


And none will follow him whom all approve. 
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Amidſt this dark and univerſal gloom, 
Though Freedom totters o'er her gaping tomb, 
Though ſcarce a glimm'ring friendly ray appears, 
To pierce the cloud and diſſipate our fears, 
Yet ſtill a hope, one only hope ſurvives, 
In thee, O gen'rous Fox, 1n thee it lives : 
On thee Britannia's drooping ſons attend, 
Their firm protector * unſhaken friend; 
On thee they call to ward their threaten'd fate, 
On thee the guardian of this falling ſtate, 
The ſhatter'd remnants of their rights to ſave, 
And ſnatch their gaſping Freedom from the grave. 
Though envious fools thy virtues will arraign, 
And damn that excellence they can't attain, 
Vain is the weak attempt, and vain their toil, 


The ſhafts of malice on themſelves recoil, 


Purſue, 
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Purſue, O Fox, thy glorious bright career, 
Unaw'd by threats, and unreſtrain'd by fear ; 
Still let thy glowing periods roll along, 

Clear as the ſpring, and as the torrent ſtrong, 
Till all thy foes ſhall own thy patriot zeal, 

| Thy love, thy labours for Nl weal, 

Thy ſacred flame for liberty ſhall ſee, 


And even Scotchmen catch a ſpark from thee, 


But when I view thy preſent abject ſtate, 

O, wretched Albion, how I mourn thy fate ! 

Are theſe thy ſons, for valour long renown'd? = 

Are theſe thy realms, with matchleſs freedom crown'd ? 
By acts like theſe did thy great heroes riſe, 

And ſpread thy glory to the diſtant ſkies ? 


3 t Where 
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Where is thy triumph now, and where thy boaſt ? 
Loſt is thy valour, and thy freedom loſt, 


Bereft of ev'ry arm, of ev'ry friend, 


To ſhield thy honour, and thy fame defend; 
No duteous fon, thy dying pangs to chear, 
To waft kind words of comfort to thine ear; 


No friendly hand to raiſe thy drooping head, 


No ſympathetic eye, a tear to fhed ; 
E'en hope, the wreteh's laſt refource, is o'er, 


Nor ſheds a flattring ray on thy devoted ſhore. 


No foreign head contriv'd thy bitter woe ; 
No foreign arm has dealt the fatal blow; 
Thy worthleſs ſons, like ſerpents moſt accurs'd, 
Fed by thy care, and in thy boſom __ 


E Faiths 
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| Faithleſs and baſe, like that deteſted brood, 
Have ſtung the gen'rous hand that gave them food. 
Scorn'd the fair boon, which heav'n indulgent gave, 


And whelm'd that freedom, they ſhould die to ſave. 


Time was (alas! that happy time is o'er, 

"Thoſe halcyon days muſt bleſs this iſle no more l) 
Time was when virtue-warm'd an En gliſh breaſt, 
Ee'r ſacred liberty was deem'd a jeſt; 

When uncorrupted patriots learnt _ feel, 

Not for their own, but for the public weal. 

No treas'ry then a tempting bait diſplay'd, 

Nor to a golden calf wid homage paid F 

N ſerpent thane then dar'd to interfere, 


And whiſper poiſon in a r- ear; 
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No r- -Iear ſuckt in the noxious bane, 


'The wiſper'd poiſon of the ſerpent thane ; 


No pious ---- us'd each deceitful art, 


Nor horrid Jeffries had a counterpart. 

Canſt thou reflect, and not reflect with pain, 
That over f Britons, ſuch ould reign ? 
Does not the thought thy ſoul indignant fire, 

Nor ſwells thy breaſt with more than ca ire? 
Shall we, who long in Freedom's paths have trod, 
Kneel at their feet, and truckle to their nod ? 
Shall bold prerogative, with haughty pride, 

O'er the inſulted "mY in triumph ride ? 

Shall thoſe deputed to preſerve the ſtate— 

Huſh'd be their voice, and impotent their weight ? 
And while, in vain, deſponding patriots toil, 


Shall courtiers batten on the nations ſpoil t 
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Is there among them one whd' dares purſue 
The public int'reſt, with no private view? 

Who boaſts a virtue, except Chatham's ſon ? 


There's none that doeth good, not even one. 


No more, O Theron, then invent delay, 
Nor think it friendſhip; to prolong _ ſtay. 
" Here ſhall I dwell, * be the ſervile tool, 
The empty echo of an empty fool ? 
Canſt thou believe, I'll ever doo ſo low, 
Come when he calls, and when he bids ads go? 
That I'll endure, ſabeaitfipaby to ſit, 
r be ehiifiens wit 3 
No Theron, no, a Britiſh ſoul diſdains 


The galling yoke, and ſpurns the ſhameful chains. 
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Let thoſe 4 g 0 a vile exiſt here, 
In mean dependence, and in laviſh fear, 
Whole ſouls, as ſenſeleſs as the paſſive clod, 
Crumble beneath BY foot by which *tis trod; 
But let them rather me compel to Fe: 
O'er burning mountains, and o'er hills of ſnow; 
Range the wide foreſts, with the beaſts of prey, 
Leſs fierce perhaps, and much more free, than they. 
Here dares the Nabob boaſt his lawleſs wealth, 
Procur'd by rapine, or purloin'd by ſtealth. 
Though void of honour, virtue, ſenſe, or ſhame, 
Baſe as the dunghill, whence the fungus came; 
Yet hire dis upſtart is with titles grac'd, 
Courted, rever'd, and in the ſenate plac'd, 
Muſt I fall down, and ſuch a wretch Mes, | 


Enrich'd by rapine, and diſtain'd with gore ? 


Cringe 
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Cringe to the man, whom ev'ry man diſlikes, 
And court the ſmiles of great Sir Francis S—s ? 
And while I praiſe the mungrel to the ſky, 


My heart, in ſecret, gives my tongue the lie. 


Farewell, for ever, then, my valued friend, 
May peace and pleaſure all thy ſteps attend; 
For &er the ſun ſhall ſip the morning dew, 
To this fad iſle I give a long adieu; 
To diſtant climes, a willing exile fly, 
To live with freedom, or with freedom die. 
Though daily toil muſt earn my daily bread, 
Coarſe though my garb, and hard although my bed, 
Yet ſhall the ſcanty meal, by freedom grac'd, 


Procure a zeſt that ſlaves can never taſte. 


There 


THE VOLUNTARY EXILE. 3 
There ſhall no private whiſperer be known, 
Nor ſecret Swings ſkulk behind the throne; 
There, far remov'd from all tyrannic pow'r, 
Calmly reſign'd, I'Il wait my lateſt hour; 
While this my pride, and this my boaſt ſhall be, 


Though poor, yet honeſt, and though baniſh'd, free. 
. 
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